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Ctií  CAin-ole  pojiornAc  CAch  itoohcIia:    ^f'^\^, 
Aicne-o,  ectiA. 

Three  candles  that  light  up  every  darkness  : 
Truth,  Nature,  Knowledge. 

The  Triads  of  Ireland. 


From  an  ori'jiual  drniring  by  Sadb  Trinii.seach 


CHRISTMAS 


ILLUSTRATED    BY 
S  A  D  B     T  R  I  N  N  S  E  A  C  H 


THE  CANDLE  PRESS 

158    RATH  GAR    ROAD 
DUBLIN 1917 


For  permi>^sion  to  reprint  poems  hy  Susan  Mitchell  and 
Joseph  Campbell  ice  are  indebted  to  the  authors  and  Mensrs. 
Mau7isel  ác  Co.,  Ltd.  Mr.  Elkin  Mathtics  has  allowed  us 
to  include  Lionel  Johnf^on's  poem,  "Christmas  and  Ireland^' 
"  Cronan  na  Banaltra"  is  taken  with  Fr.  0' Kelly's  consent 
from  An  Claideam  Soluis,  Christmas  1907. 


CRÓllÁn    11A    tDAtlAlURA. 

Seoitín>  Seotó,  mo  -pcót^  é  mo  Le^nt», 
tTlo  feQ*o  5An  óe<M5,  tno  oui-o  "oe'ti  í-p^og-At  iiiót^, 
SeoiCíHj  veocó,  r.Aó  mó|\  é  ^n  c^itneAtíi 
THo  fcóiiiín   'n  A  leAb^i'ó  'iiA*.óo*ol4ó  ^Án  bpón  ! 
A  te^nt)  tno   ótéit>  50  r.-eifigTo  -oo  óo'olA'ú  LdAC, 
SéAii  ^stif  lX)nAf  coi-oce  ''oo  CorfiAitt  ! 
De^nTiAoc  rhic  "Oe  Asuf  ceA^^iA  a  Iduhivj  le^c  I 
Céi|ti$  Á  co'ol-A'ó  5x;n  bio'DS^'o  50  to. 

At^  nit>tU\ó  An  cige  CÁ  fi-oeogA  jeAlA 

fÁ  óAoin-pé  An  eAtvt^^ig  A5  imit^c  a  fpoit^c,  "■ 

Seo  lAt)  AniA|\  ótm  gUAoit)  a|\  mo  l/iAnO, 

te  miAn  é  CAfjumsc  ifceAc  fAn  liof  móf. 

5oit^im  tii,  A  ójvoi'óe  !    !ií  bpiig'  -pi At»  "oo  ttieAiiA-ó 

le  t)]\ig  A  5CteA|'  nÁ  te  DmneAf  a  sceóit, 

UÁ  mife  tet»'  tAoib  A5  guiiie  oi\c  nA  mbeAnnAóc, 

Seoitín,  A  teAnb,  r.i  imteo'  cú  teo. 

Op  cotiiAii^  mo  tAoi$>  50  míoóAif  ceAnAitiAit 
UÁ  •oít-tMiip5  AmgeAl  A5  v^ipe  'n-A  t\<eó, 
le  móp-$iv\'ó  "oiAn  *%A  lApjUit)  óun  beAtAig, 
ITlAp  b'AoiGne  piAitif  •oÁ  |u\(iA'ó  -pé  tec 


A  rcó|i  mo  ojioiTia,  luig  fiA|\  v.i  "oo  leAt)4it)  ! 
le  zAo^X)  "00  mAime  Teat)  fr^np^i^  -50  póiLt, 
Hi  tnot^  "d^rri  Is  "Oia  ino  fiAinf-A  'sur  m'^iceAf, 
IDo  Híog-Aóc  ^t^  tAh&m  t  'oceAnncA  vno  ^i^oit) — 

Seoitin,  Seotó,  mo  fcót\  é  mo  te^nti, 

mo  feot)  5^11  óe/M^,  mo  ovito  'oe'11  cf^ogAL  \r\ó\^, 

Seoitin,  feotó,  im6  mop  é  An  cAicne^m 

trio  vcólt^í■,1   'n  ^  Le^bATó  'n^  co'ol>A'ó  5^11  b'pón  ! 

i:om^  -UA  ceAllAi?;,  SA5-At\c. 

["  CitónÁn  n.\  t)AnAlcrvA  ''  An  c-imm  ací  a]i  ponn  "OeAf  AcÁ  A5 
■muiTincit^  6on\:nAít-\  'Oeif  r'A"o  5yt^-5.b  é  ati  ponn  a  bío-ó  mAjt 
fuAncP-M-oe  AS  ^n  mM5T)!Ti  muipo  é. — r.  tJx  CgaHais.] 


CHRISTMAS    AND    IRELAND 

THE   golden   stars  give   warmthless  fire, 
As   weary  IMary   goes   through   night 
Her  feet  are  torn,   by  stone  and  briar ; 
She  hath    no  rest,   no  strength,    no    light: 
O  Mary,   weary  in  the   snow, 
Remember   Ireland's  woe! 

O  Joseph,   sad   for  Mary's    sake! 
Look  on  our  earthly  Mother  too  : 
Let  not  the  heart  of   Ireland  break 
With  agony  the  ages    through  : 

For  Mary's  love,  love  also  thou 

Ireland,  and  save  her  now ! 

Harsh  were  the  folk,   and  bitter  stern, 
At  Bethlehem,  that  night  of  nights. 
"  For  you  no  cheering   hearth  shall  burn  : 
We   have  no  room  here,  you   no   rights. " 

O    Mary    and   Joseph !    hath  not  she, 

Ireland,   been  as  ye? 

The  ancient  David's    royal   house 
Was   thine.    Saint   Joseph !    wherefore  she, 
Mary,    thine   ever  Virgin  Spouse, 
To  thine  own  city  went  with  thee. 
Behold !      thy   citizens   disown 
The  heir   of    David's    throne! 


Nay,   more!     The  Very   King  of  Kings 
Was   with  you,    coming   to  His  own : 
They  thrust  Him  forth  to  lowliest   things; 
The  poor  meek   beasts   of  toil  alone 

Stood  by,  when  came  to  piteous  birth 

The  God  of  all  the  Earth. 

And   she,  our  Mother  Ireland,  knows 
Insult  and  infamies  of  wrong : 
Her  innocent  children  clad  with  woes. 
Her  weakness   trampled   by   the   strong: 

And  still  upon  her  Holy  Land 

Her  pitiless  foemen   stand. 

From  Manger  unto  Coss  and   Crown 
Went  Christ :  and  Mother  Mary  passed 
Through   Seven   Sorrows,  and   sat  down 
Upon    the  Angel  Throne   at   last. 

Thence,  Mary !   to  thine  own  Child  pray, 
For    Ireland's    hope  this    day! 

She  wanders  amid  winter  still. 
The  dew  of  tears  is  on  her  face : 
Her  wounded  heart  takes  yet  its  fill 
Of  desolation  and  disgrace. 

God  still  is  God  !     And  through  God  she 

Foreknows  her  joy   to  be. 


The   snows   shall  perish  at  the  spring, 
The  flowers  pour  fragrance  round  her  feet : 
Ah,   Jesus  I     Mary !    Joseph !     bring 
This  mercy  from  the  Mercy  Seat ! 

Send  it,  sweet  King  of  Glory,  born 

Humbly  on  Christmas  Morn ! 

Lionel    Johnson^ 


I    FOLLOW   A    STAR 

I    FOLLOW    a    star 
Burning-    deep  in  the    blue, 
A  sign  on  the  hills 
Lit   for    me   and    for   you. 

Moon-red  is   the    star, 
Halo-ringed  like  a  rood, 
Christ's  heart   in   its  heart  set, 
Streaming   with  blood. 

Follow   the   gilly 
Beyond   to  the  west : 
He  leads  where   Christ   lies 
On    Mary's   white  breast. 

King,    priest,    prophet — 
A  child,    and    no   more — 
Adonai    the  Maker ! 
Come,  let  us  adore. 


Joseph    Campbell. 


THE    CRIB 

DAY  closes   in   the  cabin  dim, 
They  light  the  Christmas  candle  tall 
For  Him  who  is  the  light  of  all. 
They  deck  the  little  crib  for  Him 
Whose   cradle  is  earth's   swinging  ball. 

Susan  Mitchell. 
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THE    DESCENT    OF    THE 
CHILD 

WHO  can  bring-  back  the  magic  of  that  story, 
The  singing  seraphim,  the  kneeling  kings, 
The  starry  path  by  which  the  Child  of  Glory 
'Mid    breathless    watches     and    through    myriad 

wings 
Came,  with  the  heaven  behind  him  slowly  waning, 
Dark  with  his  loss,  unto  the  brightening  earth. 
The  young,  ennobled  star,  that  He  so  deigning. 
Chose  for  the  heavenly  city   of   His  birth? 
What  but  the  heart  of  youth  can  hold  the  story, 
The  young  child's  heart,  so  gentle  and  so  wild, 
It  can  recall  the  magic  of  that  Glory 
That  dreamed  itself  into  a   little  child. 

Susan  Mitchell. 
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HO   RI,    HO    RL 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht  e,   thainig   's    an    am. 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht    an  tigh    's    an    bheil    ann, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Eadar  chuall,    us   chlach,    us   chrann, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
lomair  do   Dhia,   eadar  brat  us  aodach. 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Slainte    dhaoine    gu'n   robh   ann, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Gu'm   bu    buan    mu'n    tulach  sibh, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Gu'm   bu  slan   mu'n   teallach   sibh, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht  e,  Beannaicht  e, 
Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e. 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Nocht  oidhche  Nollaige   Moire, 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e. 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Rusfadh   Mac  na   Mor-Oi^e 


Ho  Ri,   Ho    Ri, 

Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e, 
Ho  Ri,    Ho    Ri, 

Rainig-  a  bhonnaibh   an   lar, 

Ho   Ri,    Ho    Ri, 

Beannaicht  e,     Beannaicht  e, 
Ho   Ri,    Ho    Ri, 
Shoillsich  grian  nam  beann  ard 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Shoillsich   fearann,   shoillsich   fonn 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e. 

Ho  Ri,  Ho  Ri, 
Chualas   an  tonn  ar   an   traigh 

Ho   Ri,    Ho    Ri, 

Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e, 
Beannaicht  e,    Beannaicht  e. 

Beannaicht   an   Righ 

Gan    tus,   gan   chrich 

Gu  suthain   gu   sior 

Gach    linn  gu  brath. 


Sean-duan    Albanach. 
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